Secret History 
by Basileia Rhomaion 


Category: Hetalia - Axis Powers 
Genre: Drama, Tragedy 
Language: English 
Status: In-Progress 
Published: 2016-04-10 08:09:23 
Updated: 2016-04-10 08:09:23 
Packaged: 2016-04-27 20:41:36 
Rating: T 
Chapters : 1 
Words: 620 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: "Dearest diary, I did not kill the Western Roman Empire", he 
wrote as a frown was painted in his concentrated expression. And even 
though it had first started as a defense of his actions, the journal 
became a tradition that finally connected Byzantine Empire's 
illustrious origins to his later decadence. 


Secret History 

_**I did not kill the Western Roman Empire. **_ 

><em>Or at least not without good reasons to do so. <em> 

It is absolutely evident that no one will miss him, anyway. Maybe 
just his half-barbaric offspring, dwelling restless against the 
barbarians while they weep: "But how? How could such a great warrior 
fall to uncivilized, godless swineherds like the tribes that 
devastated a once fair land?". And while they sob, their knees bend 
to their conquerors in unquestioned obedience. A pathetic festival of 
sorrow and grief while we who have always been rational slowly clap 
our hands and mind our own business. 

>After all, if the rumours are true then the righteous emperor is 
still alive but bears no power at all, as so did my despicable 
father. He remained weak in his third capital and let the ignominious 
seed of despair consume what was left of someone that once deserved 
to carry the Roman title. The city of Ravenna, mysteriously saved 
from oblivion, was the one to subdue to the so-called <em>King of 
Italy<em> and not Rome. The first Rome indeed was sacked, being the 
only thing the Heruli know to do aside of amassing dirt and 
battlefield gore, although it was not the capital. 

>Therefore the <em>actual <em>Rome has not yet (and never will) 
succumb to invading forces. A statement easily said behind the 
comfortable protection of one's intricate walls, which doesn't 
invalidate the truth in it. 

><em>New Rome <em>or Constantinople, the greatest city ever built, is 
still standing. That being clarified, it would be absurd to deny the 
continuous existence of a Roman Empire. One worthy of calling himself 
the legacy of the ancient empire whose claims are beyond disputea€l 



for I was and am the Eastern Roman Empire and if power had a face, 
then it would surely be my portrait. 

_"0_ _Eastern Rome, is your heart exempt from kindness and 
benevolence? Were you insulted as far as to consider him unworthy of 
being spared by the most virtuous display of mercy?"_, a pitiful soul 
could ask in utter ignorance. 

>And dearest diary, know that this is what initially brought me to de 
decision of writing my memories in your pages. Not only to avoid 
losing track of my prodigious origins as a world-scale ruler who is 
yet to become even stronger, delicately designing the mark I will 
leave for the future generations of humankind. Other records will be 
made, though this one is unique enough as to be treasured above all. 
Before that and retelling you earlier events, an explanation must be 
done about my implication in the death of the moribund West.<br>So 
the pages of history know in detail who to thank and why. 

Ungrateful he was, a fact more clearly known by me than anyone else. 
Indeed, the decision fell upon my avenging hands as I weighed my 
thoughts. Were two Roman Empires necessary in our crumbling 
civilization? Since these were no longer the times of Theodosius and 
vast differences tore us apart, the answer soon became negative. When 
on the beginning he had been caring as it was expected and surrounded 
me of whatever I wanted, his attention started to wander when a 
certain demon disgracefully appeared in our lives. Venice is his 
name, being no more than a hidden city too muddy to qualify as 
remotely likeable. He was since the very first moment a vile 
manipulator, plotting to isolate me from obtaining affection from one 
of my primary sources. 

However, before continuing this eulogy, it is necessary to explain 
the other factors that contributed to my actions. Thus, in the 
following pages I will disclose some of my memories to fulfil the 
objective of my discourse. 


End 
f lie . 



